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BLOODLESS COMBAT: 

2 Om praſper long our Noble King, 


Our lives and ſafeties all; 
A woeful drinking once there did 
In Peter Scott's befal. 
To chace the FoxRvith Punch and wine 
Earl Clothyard' took his way X 
The child unborn fore might have ru '4 
The drinking of that day 4 
The ſtout Earl of the German-plains: -—— 
A vow to God did make, 


That he EDI NA by the noſe 


For Fourteen Years would take, 
EDINA was the faireſt dame 
In ScoT1a's warlike land; 
Red as the crimſon was her cheek, . 
Like lilly white her hand. 
But German-plains, by foul deceit, 
Had brib'd her guardians three 


To come to K —, and offer him a FA * 


Whate'er the nymph could gi'. 
Now tidings to the brave Earl Ros x, Xx 
At his fair palace, came, 
That German-plains had ſpoil'd the nymph, 
And blaſted all her fame. 
Has German-plains enthral'd the dame? 
„Bring you this news to me ? 
Then I'll be curs'd,” enrag'd, he cries, 
4 If I don't ſet her fress! 1 
Then meſſengers to Earl Parchment, 7 A een, 
And eke to Clothyard, go; | 
% You'll meet Earl Roſe, by the next dawn, 
** To combat his fierce foe !” 
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In order fair the troops were ſet; 
Their dazzling armour ſhone: 

The fight began by morning light, — : 
At midnight ſcarce was done. It: 

Yet brave Earl Roſe's gallant band 
Like deathleſs heroes ſtood ; 

And kept at laſt the well-fought field, 
Though to the knees in blood. 


Sir RegulatorF in the front. by * Ae PIP, - 


By a Clydeſdale Squire was flain ; 
n Buckrum' breathleſs corſe FA. Alu f 2 lar 4 
Was left upon the plain. 
Sir Crawford Dough, ſore dreading harm, 
Far from the, field did go; | | | 
we > ſpec' ative Sir Window-light * * Num, 
Sir ChMWlel laid full low. | 


Thus was the ſtout Earl German-plains 
In combat fairly foil'd, 


By brave Earl Roſe, and his due men, 

Whom he had ſorely ſpoil'd. 

But on a day, when Roſe's men 
Were met to chuſe a Chief, | 

A Baron bold, Wheatenhead by name, 7 te 
Stole mong them like a thief, 

The Chief was chos'n—the glaſs went 8 
The Baron grin'd a ſmile; 

To brave Earl Roſe,” Sir Launcet ey * 
+ The Nobleſt, of our Ile: 

% In his ſupßort may honeſt men 

Unite with heart and hand; 

May ev'ry foe which he May 88 

He forc'd to leave the land! [ 
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Wheatenhead, who gnaſh'd his teeth with rage, 


Soon roſe, and thus began, 
I'll ſee you damn'd, you boaſting fools, 
** Before I drink your man! 
Not Freedom's cauſe, but ſelfiſh views, 
Can be your great man's aim; 0 
% His vaunted fight for Liberty : . . 
ls no more than a names 


11 
Sir Launcet then, whoſe nervous hand 
A bottle huge did fill, | 
High in the air at Wheatenhead 
The craſhing death did whirl. | + 
But Wheatenhead, of proweſs great, 


Receiv'd it on his ſhield ; 
The weapon with ringing noiſe did brake, 


And ſtrew'd th' enſanguin'd field. 3 : 7 $ 
Then brave Sit Doeſkin next advanc'd, 7 — 2 5. a 


A glaſs his hand did grace ; 
„Are you the bold Wheatenhead ?”” he ſays, 


And threw it in his face. 4 
Sir Shuttle- drive whoſe warlike deeds. — — Wo en 


Full many a Bard have ſung, 

Bounc'd on a chair, and, wanting arms, 
His wig at Wheatenhead flung. 

Now Wheatenhead like a lion rag'd, 
Robb'd of his deſtin'd prey; 

In either hand he ſeiz'd a Knight, 
And proſtrate them. did lay. 

Sir Doetkine, and Sir Buttonhole, 
And eke Sir Shurtle-drive, 

Lay panting on the bloody floor, 
And ſcarcely ſeem'd alive, - 

Of helmets, corſlets, ſpears, and ſhields, 
Dire was the carnage then; 

The floor was ſtrew'd with Livinc men; 
The ſtair ran red with WINE! 

Earl Clothyard in a milk-white ſuit, 

| Moſt like a Baron bold, 

Did then approach Earl Wheatenhead, 

And thus his mind unfold : _ 
„Why wound theſe valiant Knights,” ſays he, 

*© Your quarrel is with me; 

Let you and I the battle try, „ 
% And ſee who firſt will flee!” 


Squire Shuttle-drive, &.] Deacon T=—, a gentleman of ſmall ſtature, but very z2alous 
in the cauſe of freedom. 

Of helmets, corflets, &c.] The arms of theſe redoubtable heroes were bottles, glaſſes, &c. 

which, being of a bruckle nature, were ſoon broke, and dyed the floor with their contents. 
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% Curs'd be the man,” Earl Wheatenhead ſaid, 
„ That breaks a ſpear with thee; 


© But in the, Park, by next morn's light, 4 
L Tau: td PARA, 


e Palladio ſhall meet me — — 
Palladio, ſtagg'ring from his place, 
Cries, © Earl I'll meet thee there!? 
Then ſeiz'd th' unguarded Baron's limbs, | 
And dragg'd him down the ſtair, „ 
Then to a — Hibernian Squire) I £ 7 my and by 
Aquafortis was his name, os 
At midnight hour, with weary pace, 
The gepbling Baron came. w ; , 
O! Aquafortis will you hear? 
Has dead-ſleep ſeal'd your eyes? 
Awake! awake, my valiant Squire, 
Your injur'd Baron dies! \ 
Then in ſurpriſe the Squire awoke, 
And nimbly left his bed ; 
And while he burniſh'd up his arms, 
The Earl his Bible read, 
So to the field they jointly hey'd, 
Each clad in armour bright ; 
But ere they reach'd the ſpot, the foe 
Was ſnatch'd up from their fight, 
Some fav'ring Pow'r, EDINA's friend, 
The ſubtle fraud had form'd; 
But when Earl Wheatenhead ſaw the cheat 


Like Sparta's King he ſtorm'd. rf 
I'll have the recreant wretch he cry'd, [5 DE v3) 
. * 8 , * = * 

Though hid in yonder ſmoke; Dore 


Then brandiſhing his glitt'ring blade, 

Ihe God Ferara broke. a 

Fight not with Heav'n,” the Squire then ſaid, 
** But peaceful turn away; 

For cre three moons fly o'er your head 
** You'll bleſs this bloodleſs day!“ 

God proſper long the brave Earl Roſe, 
And give EDINA peace; 5 

And grant henceforth ſuch ſhameful broils 
Mongſt her brave ſons may ceaſe. 


Palladio ſhall meet, &c. ] A celebrated builder. 
7% Pow'r Terara breke.] A broad-fword, made by the famous Andrew Ferara. What 
is very ſingular, tho* no antagoniſt appeared, this ſword was brought home in two pieces, 
| | * 


